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Vie Tr agedie 


^ to Rub. Awake and thinke our wrongs in Ri. bofome 
Will conquer hirn 5 awakc and win the daw ’ 

E titer the G boft of L fi ./■ mtrs, 

Gho. Bloody and gui!tie,ju iti!y awaked 

And in a bloody battcjl end thy dayes. 

Thinkeoi Lord Hjilingsjdifpairc and die, 

To^/. Quiet vntroubied foule, awake, a wake, 
Arnie,Hghtand conqu r forfaire England® fake. 

Enter the Gb'fis oj the tveojong Princes. 

Gho.to K.R Dreameon thy coufins finoothred in the 
Let vs be laid wirhinrhy bofome Richard, (Tower 

And weigh thee downe to ruine, (hame and death, ’ 

Thy Mephewes loules bid thee diipaireand die. * 

ToRi. Sleepe Richmond !leepc,in peace,and wake inioy 
Good Angels guard thee from the Boares annoy, * 

Liue and beget a happy race of Kings, 
IdwardsVnhappicfcnnesdo bid thee flourifib. 

Enter the Ghcfi ofgueene rime his wife. 

Richard,«hy wife, that wretched Anne rhy wife, 

That ncucr flepta quiet houre with thee, 

Now fiisthy fieepe with perturbations, 

To morrow in thebattaile thinkeon me, 

And fall thy edgeleircfword,difpaire and die. 

To Rich. Thou quiet foule, fieepe thou a quiet fieepe, 
Dreamc offuccclleand happy vidforie, 

Thy aduerfaries wife doth pray for thee. 

Enter t he Ghcfi of Buckingham, 

The firft was /that helpt thee to the Crowne, 

The laft was 1 that felt thy tyrannie, 

0,in the battel! thinkc on Buckingham, 

And die in terror of thy guiltinefte : 

Dreamc on, dreamc on, of bloody decdsanddeath, 

Fainting difpaire,difpairingyecld thy breath. 

To Ri. I dyed for hope ere I could lend thceaid, 
Butchearethy hearr,and be thou not difmayd, 

God and good Angels fight on Richmonds fide. 

And Richard fals in heigf. tof all his pride; 

K. Rtchardfiarteth out of a dreame. 

K.Ri. Giue me another horfe,bind vp my wounds : 

Hflue rnercic lefu : fofr,I did but dr- ne. 

Itv %lcbircls— ‘i~. Well £ft><j»‘*r— 
It. be.' — 


g oifucnaratnermra. 

O coward conference, how doeft thou afflirt me ? 
Thelights burncbJew,it is not dead midnight: 

Cold fcarefuJJ arops (lands on my trembling flclh, 
What do I fcare my felfc fthcrcs none elfc by, 

Richard ioucs Richard, that is,f am I : 

Is there a murtberer here ?no. Yes I am, 

Then flie,what from my felfc i great rcafon why, 

Left I reuenge.What my felfe vpon my felfe? 

Alacke I louc my felfe, wherfore i for any good 
That! my felfc hauc done vnto my felfe? 

O no : alas l rather hate my felfe, 

For hatefull deeds committed by my felfc : 
lama villainc,yet I lye, I am not. 

Foole of thy felfc fpeake well,foo!e do not flatter, 

My conference hath a thoufandfcueraJI tongues, 

And euery tongue brings in a feueral] tale. 

And euery tale condcmncs me for a villaine * 
Periurie,in the higheft degree, 

Murther, (Ferric murther,in thedyreft degree, 
Allfeuerall fimies,a!l vfdc in each degree, 

Throng all to the fearre, crying all, guiltie,guiltie. 
Illialldifpaire,there is no creature loues me. 

And if I die, no foule (fia)l pittie me : 

And wherefore fliould they ? fince that I my felfe, 

Finde in my felfe, no pittie to my felfe. 

Mcthoughtthe foulesof all that/murthred 
Came all to my tent, and euery one did threat 
Totnorrowcs vengeance on the head of Richard. 

Enter Ratliff e. 

Rat. My Lord. 

King. Zounds, who is 'here ? 

Rut' RatchfFe,myLord,tis I :the early village cocke 
Hath twife dene faluiation to the morne, 

Your friends are vp, and buckle on their armor. 

King. O Rafditte,! haue dreamda fcare foil dreamc, 
What thinkft thoU,will our friends pi cue all true i 
Rat. No doubt mv Lord. 

King. O Ratc'iffe,! Lare,l feare. 

Rat. Nay good my Lord, be not afraid of (hadowes. 
King. By the Apoltlc Paul, (hadowes to night 




Hauc 




-1 M f 


r/R 




£ 

f s/rT. 


fz — 




23 


*0 


la 


the now clad-* ^ T Xud I. 



10 


20 


30 


40 


50 


60 


70 


80 



90 


100 


110 


120 


130 


140 





190 


200 


210 220 230 240 




250 


260 



270 


280 290 







► 





